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FOREWORD 


The Author was born on September the 11th, 1862, 
in Reidsville, N. C., and grew up with that progressive 
town. Her maiden name was Sarah Anderson Chance, 
but she is now Mrs. J. E. Heinzerling and, since 1911, 
she and her family have resided in Statesville, N. C. 


Her parents, William Anderson Chance and Eliza- 
beth Jane Allen Chance, were also born and reared in 
Rockingham county, in the vicinity of Reidsville, and 
all of her grandparents were natives of North Caro- 
lina. With so much ‘‘tar on her heel’’, she could not 
help loving the State, its climate and its people. 


After writing verse for many years, she is now 
collecting such as she cares to preserve, for publication 
in small booklets. THE PINES OF ROCKINGHAM 
and other Poems, released in May, 1934, was the first 
of the series, and SONGS OF IREDELL is the second. 

’ Both are privately printed. 


Mrs. Heinzerling is an enthusiastic cluabwoman ,an 
active member of both local and national organiza- 
tions, including the U. D. C.; the Community Club; 
the Statesville Woman’s Club;; the North Carolina 
Poetry Society ; the State Literary and Historical As- 
sociation, and the National League of American Pen 
Women. She has written under a number of pseu- 
donyms, but her luckiest is Sanderson Chance, used 
when she won the Poetry Cup, given by the Literature 
Department of the North Carolina Federation of Wo- 
men’s Clubs for the best short poem entered in their 
1933-34 contest. This lyric, entitled Willow Whistles, 
is given the place of honor in SONGS OF IREDELL. 
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To the Old North State 

Where the highways smooth and wide, 
Stretch along through changing miles 
Of lovely country-side ; 

Summer days and winter days 
Inviting all to ride; 

I dedicate these little songs, 

Their worth she must decide. 


SARAH A. HEINZERLING 


SONGS OF IREDELL 


WILLOW WHISTLES 


Oh, it’s time for making whistles! 
Let us go—let us go, 

To the wild secluded places 
Where lilting streamlets flow; 
Where graceful pussy-willows 

In a shining silver throng, 

Are dancing by the waters 

To the music of their song. 


It is time for making whistles 

That will blow—that will blow; 

For the green is on the upland, 

The woocs and hedges glow; 

The South Wind wafts a greeting— 
The birds a welcome sing; 

Oh, it’s time for willow whistles 

To pipe in praise of Spring! 


APPEAL TO POESY 


Sweet Poesy, I knock upon thy door; 

Let those closed portals open wide to me? 

I crave the beauty of thy face to see; 

And knock again, with bolder hand, and more 
Determined will than I have used before. 
Behold, how fast the precious moments flee 

To join the hours that nevermore shall be; 

I now demand, where once I did implore! 


Alas, it opens not—it opens not, 

To sweet entreaty nor to fierce desire! 

Is there some secret word—some magic name, 
That all must utter on this sacred spot, 

Whose spirits long to reach the inner fire 

Of Poesy, and bask within its flame? 


TO SONNET WRITERS 


Who follows Shakespeare’s lead should be prepared 
For adverse winds of ridicule that sweep, 

About the minor poets who have dared 

The crags of thought no weakling mind may leap. 
Where genius soars, the lesser spirit crawls, 
Toward the heights it strives in vain to reach; 
Where genius stands secure, the tyro falls 

Into miasmie bogs of futile speach. 

But there are lovely vales that lie between 

The lofty summits scaled by Avon's Bard, 

Where those who wish, may travel safe, serene, 
And find the journey neither rough nor hard. 
Take thou the valley road, O poet friend, 

And reap, not fame, but pleasure, in the end. 
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DESERTED 


The woods are dim and still, my love, 
No sound the silence waking, 

Except the throbbing of my heart 
That beats while it is breaking. 


How could you wound it so, my love, 
Give pain past human bearing, 

By rending bonds that only death 
Absolves from mutual wearing ? 


Night breezes pause in flight, my love, 
Where withered age is lying, 

To kiss the pallid cheek of one 
They know is dying—dying. 


Goodbye, my love! Goodbye, my love! 
My soul from earth is going; 

How dark and lonely is the way,— 
How chill the wind is blowing! 


WHAT IS BEYOND 


Oh, what is beyond the bend in the river, 
That dense green foliage hides from the eye; 
A stretch of smooth water tranquilly flowing, 
Or rapids that wrathfully dare and defy? 


Oh, what is beyond the bend in the river, 
Where mortals must journey day after day; 
Wide waves of contentment joyfully swelling, 
Or rocks of disaster barring the way? 


As boatmen upon some strange, winding river, 
Courageously round each difficult bend ; 

May souls who approach life’s perilous turnings, 
Trust God, and go forward, safe to the end. 
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ODE TO AN ANCIENT OAK 


I stand in awe beneath a tree 
Whose spreading branches shelter me; 
I marvel at the great trunk’s mighty girth, 
And wonder what day saw its fragile birth, 
When from an acorn cup 
A tiny sprout peeped up, 
And bravely reared its slender form 
To meet the sunshine and the storm, 
Year after year, until it grew to be 
This giant oak that towers over me. 


What sights you must have seen, O tree! 
If you could whisper them to me, 
The story of your long life would unfold 
Romance far richer than man ever told, 
Of infant dangers missed— 
Of rains and dews that kissed 
Your little leaves, and helped them grow; 
Of winter’s chill but friendly snow, 
That wrapped you in protecting drifts so deep 
No roving thing would dare disturb your sleep. 


Spring after spring, O tree! 
You saw the forest gloom 
Alight with radiant bloom, 
When dogwood stars outlined 
Arcades no man designed, 
And wild azaleas draped their rosy sheen 
Above low altars carved in living green. 


With joy you flung your limbs aloft to meet 
Midsummer’s rays of scorching, sultry heat, 


And sent your young roots deeper, where they found 
Refreshing moisture seeping through the ground; 
You bowed before fierce storms that swept the vale, 


To rise serenely after every gale, 
More beautiful to see— 
A wiser, stronger tree. 


Fall after fall, O tree, you saw 
October’s queenly train withdraw, 
And leave behind 
A miracle of reds, and golds, and greens combined 
With minor tints in every shade 
Of which autumnal robes are made. 


In youth you often heard the growl 
Of beasts of prey upon the prowl, 
And witnessed things naught but a tree 
Could calmly stand, and hear and see. 
One day a deer with antlered head, 
Came down to drink a cool 
Sweet draught from yonder pool; 
You heard nearby a stealthy tread— 
The swish of arrows in swift flight— 
A stone ax hurled with savage might, 
A moan— 
A groan, 
And saw the proud deer lying dead. 


You saw a white man chased by painted bands, 

You saw him seized by cruel, ruthless hands; 

You heard his tortured, anguished scream, 

You saw his ebbing life-blood stream— 

His reeking scalp held high, in glee; 

O, what a sight for God and trees to see! 

You never heard that hunter’s name, 

From whence he was, or why he came, 

But somewhere, in the world to you unknown, 
A woman sat, and grieved, alone. 


As time rolled by, O tree, you throve and stood 
Surpassing all 
The noble monarchs of a noble wood; 
You saw them fall 
On hillside, knoll and glade, 
Before some keen-edged blade, 
While one less fair, and you, the forest’s pride, 
Were left alive to grace 
Man’s early dwelling place; 
No house remains—the builders lived and died; 
™wo oaks, in lonely, aged grandeur stand, 
Fit monuments of that lost forest land. 
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TO DEFENDERS OF KINGS MOUNTAIN 


Oh, mountain men, who gave your all,— 
You did not die in vain; 
The libertv for which you fought, 
And with your blood so bravely bought, 
Into a nation’s strength is wrought; 
And never may it wane! 


Oh, mountain men, they who survived 
And for your passing grieved, 
Have handed down from sire to son 
The tale of duty nobly done 
By you who died, and dying won 
The freedom they received. 


Oh, mountain men, rest on, secure 
From war and kindred ills; 
Your children’s children vigil keep 
Above the mounds wherein you sleep, 
And guard with life each vale and steep 
Of your beloved hills! 


TO A WHITE VIOLET 


Little white flower, what did you do 
With your share of blue? 

Was it washed out last night as you slept 
Where dew fairies wept? 


What has gone with the fragrance one gets 
From blue violets? 

Was it all stolen by the wild breeze 
That roams through the trees? 


How did you keep from robbers so bold 
The bright speck of gold, 

Shining down where your white petals part, 
Disclosing your heart? 
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MY FRIEND IS DEAD 


My friend is dead! 

I shall not see her face again, 

Or hear her soothing voice 

‘When I need 

The comfort of kind words; 

I shall not meet her on the street ; 
She will not come 

To visit me at home; 

My friend is dead! 


Yet, still she lives, 

And moves serenely through the halls, 
The winding, hidden halls 

Of Memory. 

Her smile is pictured there 

As I last saw it, 

Etched on my brain 

Made to retain 

The priceless records of past deeds, 
Past friendships and past loves. 


Even the echo of her voice 

As I last heard it, 

Floats through that mystic room 
Of treasured memories, 

And will, until the day 

When some one says of me— 
“My friend is dead!’’ 


BLUE POOL 


Around the oval margin 

Of a placid inland pool, 
Lush grasses fringe the edges 
Of waters clear and cool, 

That form a mirror, lying, 
Where trees can bend to see 

If summer gowns are fashioned 
As robes of green should be. 


The pool spreads out serenely 

In bright, translucent blues, 

That spiral gently downward 

In richer, darker hues, 

On pathways marked by jewels 
Where shafts of sunlight bold, 
Pierce through that liquid sapphire , 
And fleck the walls with gold. 


Blue Pool is ever brimming 

From some distant, hidden well; 
Its depth no man has measured— 

Its free source none can tell; 

Yet, day by day, refreshing streams 
Spring up to drench the sod, 

Their mystery and constancy 

Like to the love of God. 


TO MY VALENTINE 
May cupid’s arrow 
Pointed fine, 


Pierce through your heart 
To lodge in mine. 
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MORNING PRAYER 


Lord, give to me seclusion, 

A little time each day 

To ponder on life’s problems, 
Commune with thee, and pray. 


Lord, give to me a measure 
Of patient fortitude, 

The wisdom to deal justly 
When vexing things intrude. 


Lord, give to me endurance 
When tasks are hard and long; 
The wine of love and laughter 
To keep my spirit strong. 


THE PARTING 


Goodbye forever—you are free! 
The love I gave returns to me, 
To die in loneliness and pain 
Because I lavished it in vain; 
Your fickle heart knows no regret, 
Mine also shall forget—forget! 


Goodbye forever! I will find 

A balm for healing wounds unkind ; 
Though old loves die, new loves are born, 
To solace hearts like mine forlorn, 

And something whispers that for me 

A truer love is yet to be. 


Goodbye forever! You have had 
The joy of making one heart sad, 
But such a pleasure yet may turn 
To memories that stab and burn; 
And life, someday, may bring to you 
The retribution that is due. 
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THE REIGN OF QUEEN OCTOBER 


The lofty hills lift up their heads 
With stately mien and sober; 
To greet the season’s reigning queen, 
The lovely, bright October. 


Against the azure, sunlit sky, 
They rest in noble grandeur, 
Adorned with all the brilliant hues 
Of autumn’s transient splendor. 


Each fickle field and forest yields 
The emerald garb of summer, 

To don the colors offered by 
October, latest comer. 


The oaks wear russet, tan and brown, 
Each like unto his fellow; 

The chestnut and the hickory sport 
A dazzling robe of yellow. 


The sour-wood and the black-gums blend 
All shades of red together, 

The sumac’s vivid torch flames far 
When comes October weather. 


The maples and a myriad more, 
Scorning each color, single, 
Demand, and then receive them all, 

Rich, gorgeous tints to mingle. 


The rhododendron and the pine— 
The cedar and the holly, 

Declare this useless change of dress 
A wasteful piece of folly. 


The ivy and the mistletoe— 
The galax and the laurel, 

Are allies of this rebel clan 
In their unseemly quarrel. 
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From lowly nooks and woodland heights 
Their green is bravely showing; 


While others fade, their lustrous sheen, 
Is deeper, darker growing. 


And when the reds and golds have changed 
To hues all dull and sober, 

The evergreens will beautify 
The realms of Queen October. 


AUTUMN DAYS 


Oh, the glory of the days 

When the misty, golden haze, 

Of the autumn-time is hanging 
Over all our earthly ways; 

What a joy to see it rest 

On each vale and mountain crest, 
Like a gossamer extending 

From the east unto the west. 


Oh, the spicy tang and sweet, 

Of the wafting winds that meet 
From the lowlands and the highlands, 
All these matchless days to greet ; 

How delightful, rich and rare, 

Are the odors which they bear, 
Scenting robes of night and morning 
For the season’s queen to wear. 


Oh, the myriad dainty hues 

Of the asters, so profuse, 

Fringing fields and wayside places 
With their sprays of mauves and blues; 
How entrancingly they blend 

With the goldenrods that lend, 

Many flaming, yellow torches 

To illumine Summer’s end. 
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OLD LACE 


If you could speak, old lace, 

Of time and deed and place, 
What stories we should hear 
Of days long past or near. 
How heads bent low in thought, 
While patient fingers wrought 
In intricate design, 

Your pattern bold and fine. 


How eyes gave out, and age 
Picked up youth’s scornful gage 
And in your meshes wove 

The mark of one who strove, 
Till she was vanquished sore, 
And saw, and wove no more. 


If you could speak, old lace, 

Of forms you helped to grace, 
What stories you could tell 

Of bride and wedding bell; 

Of old loves and of new— 

Of false loves and of true; 

Of joys life may retain, 
Though sad hearts break in pain. 


MINISTERING ANGELS 


When friends come bringing flowers 
To make my chamber bright, 

And fill it with sweet odors 

For heart and soul’s delight ; 

I faney unseen pinions 

Furl softly overhead, 

To bless God’s earthly angel 

Who lingers by my bed. 
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“IT IS NOT DEATH TO DIE” 


One morning very early, 

Death paused on our street; 

And when he left, an old man’s 
Life cycle was complete ; 

A frail and gentle old man 

Who smiled as he passed by; 
Content to go on living, 

But not afraid to die. 


In that new life he entered, 
Youth will return to 

Strength to his weary body, 
And sight to eyes grown dim. 
Why weep then, at his going? 
Instead, rejoice that he 

Was ready for the journey 
Into Eternity. 


THE OCTOGENARIAN 


She gropes along the lofty road, 

The lonely road of age; 

The friends she loved in youth no more 
Her pangs of grief assuage; 

They stopped one at a time beside 

The long trail left behind; 

She mounts alone at eighty-odd, 
Halt—deaf, and nearly blind. 


She dimly sees the younger folk 
Go dancing on their way, 

And catches faint, far echoes of 
Their mirth, from day to day; 

But life, for her, has lost its joy, 
Its laughter and its zest; 

She meekly waits for death to come 
And bring its promised rest. 
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VILLANELLE 


They suffer all the pangs of hell, 
And sip the dregs of human woe, 
Who love, and are not loved as well. 


When first they hear the final knell, 
Of hopes destroyed at one blow, 
They suffer all the pangs of hell. 


The valiant strive their grief to quell, 
To cover wounds they dare not show, 
Who love and are not loved as well. 


No matter in what land they dwell, 
Or where the broken-hearted go, 
They suffer all the pangs of hell. 


While seeking balm that will dispel 
Their miseries, that dailv grow; 
Who love, and are not loved as well. 


When love is born is hard to tell, 

When love is dead, the heart will know; 
They suffer all the pangs of hell, 

Who love, and are not loved as well. 


CINQUAIN 
Lilies 
Are swaying chalices 
Of glistening alabaster, 


From which both men and bees sip 
Neetar. 
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TO CHRISTIAN REID 
(Mrs. Frances Fisher Tiernan) 


In memory of you, 

With eager feet and bold, 
I walk a strange new trail 
In search of hidden gold. 


In memory of you 

I seek a thought so pure 
Men will pronounce it good, 
And worthy to endure. 


In memory of you, 

Words are the blooms I weave, 
In wreaths of hope and love 
To comfort those who grieve. 


As roses plucked at morn, 
As violets wet with dew; 
I give them to the world 
In memory of you. 


FOR A CHURCH DOOR 


This is the house of God! 

All you who enter here, 
Tread softly— 
Speak gently, 

In the presence of your Lord. 


This is the house of God! 
All you who enter here, 
Be reverent— 
Be worshipful, 
In the presence of your Lord. 
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CORN SONG 


When the corn’s in tassel, 
Walk through the rows, 

And hear the blades whisper 
As the wind blows; 

Of tall, plumed lovers 

Who bend to woo, 

Silken clad ladies 

As true knights do. 


When the corn’s in tassel 
The brown bees come, 

To sing in the chorus 
With musical hum; 
While butterflies flashing 
In raiment gay, 

Attend the corn maidens 
On their bridal day. 


When the corn’s in tassel, 
The fireflies bring 

Lamps for the service, 
And gold for the ring; 
While moths and beetles 
In costumes queer, 

Come to the weddings 
From far and near. 


RONDELET 


When roses bloom 
My senses throb with keen delight; 
When roses bloom 
Their beauty soon dispels the gloom 
Of cares that worry and affright; 
On wings of joy my soul takes flight, 
When roses bloom. 
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LOOK ON THE ROSE 


Life is joy in the home of roses; 
Beauty dwells and delight reposes, 

Out where the sun and rains unfold 
Globes of green into t# blooms of gold; 
Buds that flame with a crimson light, 
Waxen flowers of purest white; 

All are here in the garden spaces, 
Lifting heavenward smiling faces. 


Life is love in the home of roses; 
Leaf and bud and bloom discloses 

God to the one who seeks His face, 
God to the soul that craves His grace; 
Look on the rose and cease to fear,— 
Know that the King of Love is near; 
Only Jehovah’s mighty power 

Could bring one rosebud into flower! 


LONGING 


Today my soul is longing 

For the odor of the pines, 

For the aromatic smells 

Springing up from hidden wells, 
Till the air is laden rankly 

For a mile or so around, 

With the fragrance of the pine trees 
And the needles on the ground. 


Today my soul is longing 

For the voices of the pines; 

For the whisperings that tell 

How some lovely thing befell, 
Long ago, beneath the arches 

Of the great trees standing round, 
With their branches interlacing 
And the needles on the ground. 


TO MY DAUGHTER 


When you return, 
I may not meet you at the door 
To greet you, as I have before; 
But child, my spirit will be near 
To bid you welcome home, my dear. 


When you come in, 
You will not need to see my face, 
Or feel my arms in fond embrace, 
To sense my presence where we two 
Once lived and loved the glad days through. 


When you call out, 
In agony, and vainly seek; 
You will not need to hear me speak; 
Familiar things will talk to you 
As mortal tongue could never do. 


When you sit down, 
In loneliness, perhaps to weep; 
Remember death is just a sleep, 
For weary bodies God would spare 
Such burdens as the living bear. 


And knowing this, 
Take comfort in the thought that I 
Am resting while the hour draws nigh, 
When you are called, and we shall be 
Together through Eternity. 


A BIRTHDAY GREETING 


May all your days be happy days, 
Birthdays, and those between; 

May all your ways be pleasant ways, 
Your spirit brave—serene. 
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THE STATE GUARDS 


They’re calling out the State Guards, 
But not for dress parade 

Before admiring people, 

Who cheer each fresh brigade; 
They mobilize for service where 
New heroes will be made. 


They’re calling out the State Guards, 
And gallantly they’ll go 

Defend our Southern border 

Against a treacherous foe; 

Alas! they will not all return 

Who enter Mexico! 


They’re calling out the State Guards; 
Some are so very young 

It makes me weep to see them, 

With rifles proudly flung 

Across the shoulders where, perhaps, 
Their stricken mothers clung. 


They’re calling out the State Guards, 
And some of us may learn 

By hours of anxious waiting— 

By tears that drip and burn, 

How women of the Sixties bore 
War’s tribulation, stern. 


They’re calling out the State Guards; 
We bid them all, ‘‘God speed,”’ 
Wherever duty calls them 

In this, their country’s need ; 

Their heritage demands no less, 
Though hearts may break and bleed. 


They’re calling out the State Guards, 
They answer, near and far; 

That answer means to many, 
“‘Sunset, and evening star;’’ 

Dear God, keep very close to those 
Who soon must ‘‘eross the bar!’’ 


27 


MARVELS OF SPRING 


All along the woodland’s edge 

Runs a star be-spangled hedge, 
Where the dogwood blossoms scatter 
Snowy flakes among the sedge, 

And about it waves a line 

In a marvelous design, 

Of azaleas, gayly flaunting 
Feathered crowns of rose and wine. 


Down below that hedge, serene 
In their bowers safe and green, 
Violets, perhaps, were peeping 

At the wonders to be seen, 

When the swelling buds uncurled, 
And the sprites of spring unfurled, 
Dainty. fabrics for the garments 
Of a naked, wintry world. 


Every brier, bush, and tree 

Sports an emerald mantle, free; 

Some adorned with drooping tassels— 
Some with flower embroidery ; 

And the fields have all unrolled 
Gorgeous robes of green and gold, 
Where the dandelions fiourish 

In the deep and mellow mold. 


Satin clad, the willows dip 

Into streams that gaily slip 
Underneath their drooping branches 
On some joy-laden trip; 

While the rushes, growing low, 
Wear a richer, darker glow 

As they revel in caresses 

From the waves that onward flow. 
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WHEN ROSES BLOOM 


When roses bloom, my soul takes wing 
As joyful as the birds of spring, 
That gaily flit from tree to tree 
And fill the earth with melody, 
Inspiring even me to sing. 


Could I be sad when carols ring, 
And all the little breezes bring 
The fragrance that I love to me, 
When roses bloom? 


Should I bend low with cares that cling, 
And fret me with their poisoned sting; 
When, like a bird aloft and free, 
My soul can soar in ecstacy, 
And render homage to my King, 
When roses bloom ? 


FLOWING WATER 


Flows the brook with cadence mellow, 
Warbling like some gallant fellow, 
Tender love songs as it passes 

Through the tangled reeds and grasses; 
Stealing kisses, brief, delicious, 

From the lilies, fair, capricious; 
Bringing blushes to their faces 

With bold, amorous embraces. 


Wooing dainty wildwood flowers 
Leaning from secluded bowers, 
With the music, soft and thrilling, 
Of swift waters gaily trilling; 
Reaching higher notes, and sweeter, 
Where the downward flow is fleeter ; 
Always joyful—always dancing, 
Crooning melody entrancing. 


THE MESSENGER 


O rose, bright rose with the heart of gold, 
I’ve watched your beautiful bloom unfold, 
From an emerald bud on a slender brier 
To a royal blossom flamed with fire; 

And of all the flowers that I have seen, 

O rich, red rose, you are the queen; 

O wonderful rose, you are the queen. 


O glorious rose, your fragrance rare, 

Is wasted here on the wanton air,— 

Your brilliant color and perfect form 
Will fade and wither from sun and storm, 
And none will know or care I ween 

The cruel fate of the garden queen; 

The sad, sad fate of the garden queen. 


There’s a nobler end for one so grand, 
T’ll pluck you, rose, with a tender hand; 
On each bright petal I’ll drop a kiss, 
Then go to my Love and whisper this: 
“*Of all the fair women that I have seen, 
O fairest of women, you are the queen— 
O dearest of women, you are the queen!’’ 


“‘There’s nothing can measure the depth and reach 
Of my love for you, in the realms of speech; 

But its marvelous breadth will all unfold 

As the days go by, like the rose you hold, 

Which once was a bud in a nest of green, 

But now is a radiant floral queen,— 

A royal, radiant floral queen.’’ 


And rose, dear rose, with the heart of gold; 
This message so new and yet so old, 

Requires an answer, old yet uew; 

Perhaps she’ll give it, dear rose, through you. 
If her red lips lift from your petal’s sheen 
The kisses they bear, she will be my queen; 
O sweet, sweet rose, she will be my queen. 
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And if, when I eall at a later hour, 

Her breast is adorned by your crimson flower; 
If her eyes are shy, and her fair cheeks glow 
With your borrowed color, then rose, I'll know 
By tokens of favor so plainly seen, 

That my lady consents to be my queen, 
Forever and ever to be my queen. 


REUNITED 


Once more we stand 

Face to face—hand in hand, 

With trembling lips and tearful eyes 
We make no effort to disguise. 


The joy we feel 

Words alone could not reveal; 

The stifled sob—the silent kiss, 
Expresses well our present bliss. 


In this same place, 

Years ago—face to face,— 

In bitterness, without a sigh 

To show regret, we said goodbye. 


We little thought 

What a wreck pride had wrought, 
Until remorse, with cruel force, 

Had seourged us for our silly course. 


Subdued at last— 

All our scorn forever past; 

We meet to pledge cur vows anew, 
And gladly promise to be true. 


No more to part, 

Hand in hand—heart to heart; 
In union only death can rend, 
We two will journey to the end. 
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LAKE ERIE 


The color of the sea— 

Is it blue, or is it green? 

How can I write of seas 

That I have never seen, 

Or picture them in storms 

When I never saw them rage, 
Except in waves of black and white 
Across some printed page. 


Now, if you wished to hear about 
Lake Erie, when the sun 
Smiles brightly down upon the waves 
That gaily leap and run; 

Then I could tell of liquid blues 
That melted into grays; 

Of lovely jades in many shades 
Adorned with silver sprays; 

Of foaming billows trailing in 
Our little vessel’s wake ; 

Of golden highways leading to 
The sun across the lake. 


And I could tell of storms that swept 
Across the golden path, 

And smote the dimples from the lake 
With swift, unsmiling wrath ; 

Of vessels broken on the beach, 

And men who ealled in vain 

For merey from the God of waves,— 
The God of winds and rain. 


TO ONE SHUT-IN 


To cheer your lonely days 

I send some lilae sprays; 
Within each dainty bell 
Small, friendly fairies dwell, 
And scatter odors rare 

For kindred hearts to share. 
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GOD LIVES AND REIGNS 


God lives and reigns! If this you doubt, 
One night—one day, should put to rout 
Within your mind, the thought that He 
IS NOT, and therefore could not be 
Creator of the worlds about. 


He spake, and countless stars flashed out ; 
The moon held up a face devout ; 
The sun proclaimed in majesty— 
“God lives and reigns!’’ 


How dare you all these wonders flout, 
And lift your puny voice to shout 
Of this, or that, vain theory ? 
While sun and moon, and stars you see, 
Know that above—within—without 
God lives and reigns! 


A WORLD-WAR SONNET 


Goodbye, Old Year! You brought so much of woe, 
Such frightful carnage and such needless pain 
That none desire you longer to remain; 

Instead, the world rejoices that you go, 

To what dim bourne few either care or know; 

They only know that hill and vale and plain, 

Are sodden with blood of countless slain, 

And that you failed to step its wasteful flow. 


We welcomed you with joyful pealing bells, 
Expecting kindness from the New Year’s hand; 
It held the armaments of war instead, 

And turned their ringing into funeral knells. 
From stricken homes in every stricken land, 

We bid you, ‘‘Go, and leave us with our dead!”’ 
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THE LESSON OF THE STARS 


I lay in my darkened chamber 

In the calm, still hours of night, 

And saw through an open casement 
The glittering stars of light, 

That down through the misty shadows 
Of the vast ethereal deep, 

Threw a soft and silvery radiance 

On the weary world, asleep. 


I thought, ‘‘How great—how holy, 

Is the One who only spake, 

In measureless voids of blackness 
These numberless stars to make, 

And, even as they were fashioned 

In beautiful, brilliant spheres, 

Placed each where it most was needed 
To shine through the lapse of years.’’ 


I looked, and my troubled spirit 
Forgot all its fierce unrest, 

In the gentle, soothing presence 

Of the One who knoweth best, 

Why some stars gleam in splendor 
From the firmament on high, 

While others, as homeless wanderers, 
Go shooting across the sky. 


And why in the life called human, 

So intricate and complex; 

With its mixture of joy and sadness,— 
Its duties and cares that vex; 

Some souls must plod through valleys 
Of harrowing want and woe, 

While others from happy hill-tops 
Look down upon those below. 
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I slept at last—econtented 

To be as He bade me be, 

And begin again in the morning, 
The task he assigned to me; 

For the stars had taught me lessons 
Of faith—submission—love, 

To the God who wisely governs 
The earth and the heavens above. 


THE CLOSED DOOR 


‘Look in thine heart and write.’’ 
Oh, what is in mine? 

Ashes of roses long sere, 

And dregs of life’s wine; 
Passionate loves, all dead, 

And friendships that fade; 

How ean I look and turn 

From these, unafraid? 


Ghosts of past deeds are there, 
Some armed with a sting; 

If I unbar the door, 

Then, out they will spring! 
Echoes of songs begun— 

Of mirth, merging with tears, 
Float through that hidden room 
Of long vanished years. 


Dreams, unfulfilled, will lift 
Sad faces to me, 

If I unbar the door 

And set them all free. 

Closed be the door of my heart, 
Where memories grope ; 

Wide to new visions I fling 
The windows of hope! 


I SAID TO GOD 


I said to God: ‘‘Here is my heart to break, 
If that will help me make 
A sweeter song to leave behind when I am dead.” 
God took my heart, and crushed it, while the pain 
Brought tears as falling rain, 
And every wounded nerve in tortured anguish bled. 


I said to God: ‘‘O Lord, dear Lord, forbear !’’ 
He said, ‘‘My child, I share 
Thy pain of breaking heart and agony of soul.’’ 
God took my heart and crushed it, harder still, 
Until it crumbled to His will; 
Then whispered, ‘‘Speed thee, child, unto thy chosen 
goal,’’ 


TO ONE BEREAVED 


Just to tell you I am sorry 
That she died, 

That I shared your bitter anguish 
When you cried. 


Soon your tired feet will follow 
On the way, 

That she traveled to the river 
Yesterday. 


Death, the boatman, will be waiting 
Near the shore, 

As he waits for those who journey 
Back no more. 


He will bear you to your loved one, 
End your grief; 

Wait with patience for his coming, 
Time is brief. 
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DROUGHT 


Fierce beats the sun on the mountains, 
Curled are the leaves on the trees; 

Dry are the once trickling fountains, 
Gone is the fresh, cooling breeze. 


Streams that were swift, thinly flowing, 
Leave bare the stones in their bed; 
Parehed valleys more parched are growing, 

Bright flowers withered and dead. 


Birds have discarded their chanting, 
Too thirsty—too weary for song; 
Wild things go slinking and panting, 
The weak ones a prey to the strong. 


Men view their tilled fields, despairing ; 
How could they look on with joy, 
While uplands and lowlands are sharing 

A drought that their labors destroy. 


God of the green things that perish ; 
Lord of the creatures in pain; 
God of the children you cherish, 
Send from your heavens the rain! 


POWER 


I could not hear what he said, 

But I saw the flame 

Of the Spirit shine above his head; 

When he spoke of God and the sinner’s doom, 
The glory of it filled the room. 


I could not hear what he said, 

But my soul could feel 

The Power that reaches quick and dead; 
When he spoke of Christ, with tearful eye, 
The Hosts of Heaven seemed marching by. 


37 


AN INVITATION 


Come where Grandfather Mountain smiles 
Through cloudy veils of misty blue; 
Scale Blowing Rock—descend defiles, 
As only daring spirits do. 


Come see the rhododendron glow 

In rosy beauty on the height; 
Come feel the saucy breezes blow 

In vagrant waves of cool delight. 


Come hear the tinkle soft and clear, 
Of water falling as it roams; 

Come smell the sweet-grass growing near— 
The odors of rich woodland loams. 


Come eat the fruit of tree and vine, 
And learn to smile where now you weep; 
Come, drink from balsam and from pine, 
Elixir, bringing health and sleep. 


SUPPLICATION 


Dear Lord, give comfort—give grace, 
For life has gone wrong; 

Why must we suffer to grow, 
Brave—steadfast and strong? 


Teach me to bend and not break 
When trouble assails, 

As young trees bow down before 
Tempestuous gales. 


Help me to rise as a tree, 
Rain drenched but still whole; 
Made pure by storms that were sent 
For cleansing of soul. 
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SPRING FANCIES 


The Northwind and the Southwind sought 
Fair, fickle Springtime’s favor ; 

Through March they blustered, raged and fought, 
Till blowing lost its savor. 


The Northwind sighed and whisked aside, 

He knew his day was over ; * 
Though now and then he came again, 

A gallant world-wide rover. 


The Southwind lingered and caressed 
His love in sylvan bower ; 

A saucy breeze sprang from the west, 
And drenched him with a shower. 


Fair Springtime’s smile sought to beguile, 
This lover brisk and daring; 

Through April days he went her ways, 
Then to fresh loves went faring. 


WITH A GIFT OF FLOWERS 


His lilies may be fairer, 

But my violets are sweeter ; 
His roses may be rarer, 

But my lowly pinks are neater. 
When making a selection 

It is a maiden’s duty 

To seek for true perfection, 
As well as perfect beauty. 


If you prefer the ‘‘ Willies’’ 
With sturdy men contrasting 
As roses and as lilies 

With flowers far more lasting; 
Send back my humble posies, 
My heart’s true love forgetting; 
But know that with the roses 
Come thorns for future fretting. 
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IN CAROLINA IT IS SPRING 


A violet, tiny, frail and sweet, 

Held up her dainty head to meet 

The Southwind’s kiss upon her brow; 
He whispered, ‘‘Winter’s over now.’’ 
She trembled at his bold caress, 

And loved him not one bit the less 
Because he tarried but a day, 

Then sought new fields in which to play. 


Her beauty caught my roving eye 

As I went idly strolling by ; 

I watched her proudly bend and preen, 
In purple robe and mantle green; 

I said, ‘‘My lady, you shall go, 
A-journeying to the land of snow; 
Tell them the message that you bring 
Is—In Carolina it is spring.’’ 


A NATURE LOVER’S APPEAL 


In April dogwood stars went out 
In many a woodland glade; 

The redbud’s flame 

Was quenched in shame, 

By wanton vandals’ raid. 


Now, rhododendron, lordly—proud, 
And laurel, dainty—gay, 

Must meet the doom 

Of plants that bloom 

Along the state highway. 


O, you who love the green that lives, 
The flowers that come and go; 
Arise and save 

These gifts God gave 

From those who use them so. 
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MY GIFT 


Dear Lord, my gift is very small, 
Compared to thine; 

I wish it were a greater one— 
This gift of mine. 


Such as I have I offer Thee, 
Small things—small deeds; 

The worship of a heart that feels 
For other’s needs. 


Just pennies from the purse of life, 
Cast by the way; 

Accept and use my gift, dear Lord, 
I humbly pray. 


CAMPFIRE SONG 


When fires are burning brightly, 
And good friends gather nightly 
Around the cheerful blaze ; 

The songs they sing are lusty— 
The tales they tell are gusty 
And full of camping praise. 


But when the fire is smoky, 
The crowd is cross and poky, 
And will not be amused ; 
Then, songs are always flat, 
And friends begin to spat 
And feel themselves abused. 


With eye-lids red and smarty, 
They name the campfire party 
As man has done before ; 

And go home quoting loudly, 
With one accord and proudly, 
The Raven’s ‘‘never-more.”’ 
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SONG OF THE ROAD 


Oh, here’s to highways broad and smooth, 
Fit for a king to travel; 

And here’s to narrow, winding roads 
Of sand-clay flecked with gravel. 


Oh, here’s to cars with speed to spare, 
And here’s to saucy flivvers, 
That fly along the fine highways 
And dawdle by the rivers. 


Oh, here’s to shady spots and cool, 
Where waters are inviting; 

And here’s to skill with hook and line 
When hungry fish are biting. 


Oh, here’s to wayside fires that glow 
Through shades of night, advancing; 

And here’s to good friends gathered round 
In fellowship entrancing. 


Oh, here’s to appetites that call 
For eggs with bacon frying; 
And here’s to deep and sweet repose 
Beneath a tent roof lying. 


TO A DEAR FRIEND 


May it comfort you to know I am grieved, 
That his passing leaves you sad and bereaved. 


Broken-hearted for the sight of his face 
Smiling on you from a now vacant place. 


For the sound of his footfall at the door, 
And the well beloved voice, heard no more. 


May you garner from the years that have flown, 
Memories to cheer the days lived alone. 


THE PINES 


Go walk the columned arcades of the pines, 

Where giant trees in lofty grandeur loom, 

Like mighty men who, fearless, meet their doom; 
Mark well the beauty of their stately lines, 

Set by the hand of God in rare designs; 

Breathe that rich fragrance floating through the gloom, 
As incense rising in some holy room; 

Behold the radiance that shines: 


Then pause, and weep, because man in his greed 
For greater gain, kills, not a single tree, 

But in his money madness has decreed 

The death of forests. You, that love to see 
The splendor of the pines, weep for each friend 
Whom avarice dooms to swift, untimely end. 


TO THE POETS OF NORTH CAROLINA 


Sing, O bards of Carolina, sing! 
Make the music of your voices ring 
From the mountains in the west, 
To Atlantie’s foaming crest; 

Sing, sing, sing! 


Sing, O children of the highland, sing! 
As an eagle rising on the wing, 
Let your spirits mount in song, 
Lauding good—decrying wrong; 

Sing, sing, sing! 


Sing, O dwellers in the valley, sing! 
As cool waters gushing from a spring, 
Let your songs flow pure and free, 
Swelling Life’s ecstatic sea ; 

Sing, sing, sing! 
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ENVY 


Envy is a poison plant 
Springing from the mire, 
Of a weakling’s discontent 
And impotent desire. 


Envy bears no fragrant bloom 
For the world’s delight ; 
Deadly odors it exhales— 
Fumes that blast and blight. 


Envy yields no mellow fruit 
Luscious to the taste; 

Souls that feed upon its husks, 
Shrivel—shrink, and waste. 


Envy carries thorns that wound, 
Leaving ugly scars; 

Adds no beauty and no worth, 
But the spirit mars. 


Let no creeping envy grow 
In gardens of the mind; 
Cultivate instead the rose 
Of friendship, lovely, kind. 


THE DEFENSE 


Iam down! Why bother to lift 

My starving body to tired feet, 

And go on walking from street to street, 
Seeking work, but finding none? 

Let me alone! Let me lie, 

A broken man, too weak to live, 

But strong enough to die! 
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IF DEATH SHOULD COME 


If Death should come toward you in the night, 
Would you shrink back from him in craven fear 
Of things that lie beyond our mortal sphere; 

Turn, if you could, in ignominious flight, 

As from some demon that would blast and blight 
The loves—the hopes, and all things life holds dear; 
If you should tarry until he drew near 

With his uplifted blade, so keen and bright? 


Or would you hail him as a friend who brings 
No sword of retribution that will fall 

On trembling forms, but one who gently flings 
A robe of soothing silence over all, 

And places in each shaking hand the key 

To jeweled doors of immortality. 


SONNET 


O woman, of the outcast underworld, 

You traveled far upon the road of shame 
Before your Maker’s final summons came, 
And, unrepentant, your poor soul was whirled 
Into his holy presence. Was it hurled 

From Him in righteous anger? Did He blame 
You, only, for the long life of ill-fame— 

The smirching of a garment God impearled? 


Or did he look with pity on your plight, 

And render merey to the wretch whose race 
Was handicapped by lewdness, handed down 
By her fore-fathers, roisterers by night, 
Whose secret sins, in their due time and place, 
Brought forth a wanton-woman of the town. 


AT SEVENTY 


Seven decades bring 
Life so near its close, 

It seems wise to take 
Time for calm repose; 
So, I lay aside 

Many dear desires— 
Lock the door of dreams, 
Bank ambition’s fires. 


Broken bones will mend, 
Wounded flesh will heal; 
Stricken hearts retain 
Power to throb and feel; 
But a spirit tried 

As my soul has been, 
Loses strength to fight, 
And the will to win. 


I am reconciled— 

Proud of every scar ; 
Discontent shall not 

Future pleasures mar; 
Youth was blessed with hopes 
That have ceased to be; 
Grant to age instead, 

Sweet tranquility. 
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